WEN AND THE "SAN TSE CHIN"

" There must be a reason even for the classics.
Some day I shall find it."

In vain do we search the biographies of the
world's reformers to find a parallel to this help-
lessness of the childhood of the Chinese Leader.

Other leaders have had something or some one,
even in their childhood, upon which to shape the
course of their youth for the future. Wen, the
first pupil in the rude and noisy Blue Valley
school, had no one and nothing to point as a guide
toward the future. All went backward, nothing
forward. All was in a background as black as
the night, made blacker still by the dim and dis-
stant glow of those stars that his teacher referred
to in quoting the wisdom of the ancients.

However, Wen had something in the very
genius of his own understanding that shone out
as a light in the ancient gloom that enveloped all
about him, even to the lurid mountains, the bright
valley, and the cheerful upturned roof of the com-
fortable, rambling home. Perhaps it was this
very gloom, conceived, however, only by himself,
that eventually made the fire of his own genius
burn more brightly.

Down from the purple mountain of the Plow-
share, the terraced paths led out through the gay
fields of the Vale of Blue, aglow in the golden
sunshine of Kwantung's long-enduring summer;
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